Wisdom and Destiny

without longing of the darkness that so
great a love illumined? Many a dreary,
miserable hour must have crawled by as
they crouched in their hiding-place; but
are there any, even among those who care
only for the pettiest pleasures of life, who
would not rather love with such depth
and fervour In what was almost a tomb,
than flaunt a frigid affection in the heat
and light of the sun ? Eponina's mag-
nificent cry is the cry of all those whose
hearts have been touched by love; as it
is also the cry of those whose soul has
discovered an interest, duty, or even a
hope, in life. The flame that inspired
Eponina inspires the sage also, lost in
monotonous hours as she in her gloomy
retreat. Love is the unconscious sun of
our soul; and it is when its beams are
most ardent, and purest, that they bear
most surprising resemblance to those that
the soul, aglow with justice and truth,
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